My neighbor Pamela has the second ugliest pussy I've ever seen. At forty-six years of age, I estimate my senses have reported to my brain highly detailed images of about - very rough estimate - two million pussies. Slightly less than a hundred experienced in person, the rest through magazine and video feed. I have a valid opinion on this subject and could type many more delightful sentences discussing pussies. I saw the ugliest pussy thankfully and evidently possible at the age of nineteen or twenty, inadvertently, while sitting on the floor at my friend's living compartment off Blanco and West. Palisades Park er something. My friend's girlfriend was sitting on the couch wearing, I would find out, only a very large black t-shirt. He was dating a girl with the same name as the one that found me attractive. Deanne. Poor underachieving Pamela. Couldn't even come first in an ugly pussy contest. And she came last in the smartest sister next door contest as well, though it was a close call. The scorecard actually read a tie - Pamela and Paula locked in third. But there are four. Pamela got demoted for poor sportsmanship. Upon hearing my imaginary contest results, which, again, I made up, and are not affecting her credit score or, in fact, fucking anything, she immediately tried to throw her baby sister under the imaginary bus by coming up with examples, plural, of Paula's stupidity. Ugh!